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Troy's scream could shatter glass. Everyone that knew him enough to have heard it agreed - it was the stuff 
horror films relied on. The big payoff, the money shot. And some days, Joey loved it. 


He loved it when hearing Troy scream let him know that his turn was next. His cue to go rigid, for his elbows 
to lock into place either side of Troy's head and his broad hips to slam forward, always followed with a low 


growl of his own. Those were the screams he woke up for. 


But sometimes, ignoring a scream was all he could do to keep a gun from his temple. When it came from 
another room, from the studio, from the speaker of his cell phone, Joey could feel his shoulder slump and his 
hair thin Those were the screams that ushered in a world of hurt for Joey Castillo. 


The high-pitch, canine-summoning, glass-shattering wail coming from the kitchen was one of those screams. 


Joey took a moment to sigh before replacing the dumbbells on their stand and pulling his towel from beneath 


the weight bench. He knew the math - Troy, plus screaming, minus Joey, equaled sleeping on the couch, 


multiplied by the rest of the week. The answer to this equation was easy, and came up the same every time. 
"Baby? You okay? You fall down, or something?" 


He waited the standard five minutes for a reply, leaning against the door frame and rubbing the perspiration 
from his neck, twitching at the irritation of terrycloth on his tattoos. Nothing but silence, always a good sign 
If something was really wrong, even Troy would lose the drama. 


"l'm coming down, okay?" Joey tilted his head towards the stairs, certain that this was the sound of Troy 
pouting. Still nothing. He took the stairs two at a time, his towel around his neck and his shorts heavy with the 
sweat that had run down from his shoulders. He'd almost reached the bottom when a small, round, vaguely 
doughy projectile shot out of the kitchen and slapped against the wall beside his head, leaving a floured splatter 
pattern as it fell to the floor. 


"YOU!" The shriek followed as expected, Troy's flair for the melodramatic kicking into action like clockwork. "You! 
| hate youl You, and your stupid, hard-to-bake culture!" 


"Baby? What..?" Joey stepped onto the landing, holding his towel in front of his torso as he peered around the 
archway into the kitchen, waiting for the last of the pastry missiles before lowering his defenses. The floury 
dough slapped a wall somewhere behind him, and he took advantage of the lull in Troy's assault to make his 


way into the kitchen. 


Troy stood in front of the counter, much paler than usual from the head-to-toe dusting of flour settling in 
his hair and on his clothes. His t-shirt and slacks - it had taken months, but Joey had eventually convinced 
him that the shirt/tie/jacket ensemble wasn't really needed for their lazy days at home - were splattered 
with what looked like applesauce, there was more pastry on the floor than on the counter, and a tray of what 
looked like miniature black footballs sat steaming on top of the oven. It was a picture of domestic despair, and 


Joey could hardly believe what he was seeing. 


"You're..baking? Here? In our kitchen?" He stammered, ducking as Troy's hand twitched towards another ball of 


pastry. "What are you making? Why didn't you tell me, baby, | could have helped you...” 


In what looked almost like an involuntary muscle spasm, Troy swept the bowl entirely from the counter, not 


even flinching as it clattered against the refrigerator, joining its Tupperware brothers on the floor. 


"# was supposed to be a surprise! The shriek, Joey noted, was even more painful in a closer proximity. Troy 
took in a deep breath, shuddery and tense, before continuing his tirade. 


‘| was making you those things! The little apple-ey cinnamon-ey, pastry things that | brought home from Taco 
Bell that one time, and, and you said they were terrible, but the real ones were your favorite, so | wanted to 


make them, and.. and.. didn't you people used to cook them on stone tablets, or something? Stone tablets, Joey!" 


Troy's breath shuddered in his lungs again and he bit into his lower lip, staring at the wheaten footprints 


covering the floor. 


"| can't even cook them in an oven with a timer, and little dials with the numbers written on them, and oven- 


mitts shaped like guitars. l'm sorry." 


He sunk back against the counter, covering his face in his hands and letting his hair cover them both. His 
breathing mimicked that of a five year old with a freshly stubbed toe, gasping and wheezing to warn his 
parents of the oncoming tantrum. Joey knew this sound well, and crossed the room to rest his hands on Troy's 


slender hips. 


"You were making me empanadas, baby?" he whispered, hands coming up to rest on the small of Troy's back, 
tugging him closer. Troy nodded mutely, his head thudding forward against Joey's chest. He muttered 
something that sounded like ‘dfff mmm er trl endefirr... and then bit Joey's collarbone when he didn't answer. 


"Don't leave your towel on the floor." He jerked his head towards the archway and the offending towel, before 
glancing back at Joey's amused face. "You always cook for me. | didn't even know where the spatulas were, so | 
had to mix the pastry with a bread knife. A bread knife, Joey. My uselessness can be measured by kitchen 


utensils." 


‘Oh, baby," Joey laughed softly, stroking the back of Troy's head with one huge palm, tugging a little on his 
hair, "this is the sweetest thing you've ever done. You tried something you've never done before, because you 


knew it would make me happy. That's better than anything you could have made." 
Troy huffed at him, slapping his chest with one hand and chewing his lip a little more. 
"Yeah, but you'll still be hungry. You've been working out all morning, and now there's nothing to eat” 


Joey tilted his head to the side, closing his eyes a little and dusting the flour from Troy's hair, fingers curling 
around the black strands in a way that made his thoughts and intentions very clear. 


| don't know about that. All this flour on you, you look like one of those little Dutch syrup things.. Soup Vaffle, 


or something..." 


Stroopwatel, Joey. And don't you even dare." He leveled his best stern gaze, pursing his lips until they were 
nothing more than a pale pink line to separate his nose and his chin, but despite his protest Troy found his 
hands pressing against Joey's broad, tattooed chest, knowing full well how much he liked it. 


Joey's hands moved again, finding their way to Troy's bare arms, his palms rough from splintered drumsticks 
and scarred from the years before he came to play with the Queens. Troy pretended not to notice them, and 
the marks on Joey's knuckles. He didn't like to think of Joey before he met him. Getting over his initial 
intimidation and fear of someone so different to himself had been hard enough without actually dealing with 


Joey's colorful past. 


"Stroopwafel" Joey repeated the word, his Hispanic accent giving the word an unique sound. "That's your new 
nickname. Come to me, my little stroopwafel.." He laughed softly, drawing Troy away from the counter and 
closer to his chest, his hands now firm and adamant. Troy shivered just a little in his grip, taking on a 


reproachful expression. 


"Joey! | said nol | have to clean up the kitchen, and you need to go and take a shower. You smell awful." He 
wrinkled his nose, scowling and slapping his hands against Joey's against in a futile attempt to push him away. 
He was rewarded by Joey's hands dropping to cup his ass, lifting him effortlessly against his hips. 


"You always say no, baby. That's what makes you so special. And me so patient." 


Troy's jaw dropped in mock dismay, and Joey grinned wickedly. His hips rolled forward just enough to make Troy 
blush and flap his hands again, his protests starting to weaken as he leaned forward to press himself against 


Joey. 
"You're so little, baby...” 


‘Im taller than you." Troy scoffed, unable to resist one more hand-to-chest slap. He gasped as Joey caught 
his wrist, gently biting his palm and lowering the two of them to the floor, kneeling on the linoleum with Troy 
in his - 


"Joey NO! The floor is covered in flour, and | don't want to get any more on these pants! Joeeeeey!" 


Rolling his eyes, Joey pressed one finger to Troy's lips and guided him back onto the floor with his other hand, 


leaning down and trapping him there. 
"Oh baby, you should have told me earlier. Now you're all floury, and stuck here." 


The expression on Troy's face screamed death and torture, but Joey was more than used to it by now. He 
knew how to play with Troy's neurosis, to tune his highly-strung boyfriend until he was ready to break. His 
strong fingers slid out from beneath Troy's back and made their way up under his shirt, lifting the fruit- 
smeared fabric over his head and tossing it to the floor. 


"Shh. It needs to be washed anyway." Joey cut off the mounting protest by covering his mouth with one hand, 
resulting in just the reaction he was looking for. Troy's eyes rolled back just enough to be noticed, and a soft 
little moan pushed against Joey's palm, his tongue following after. He licked gently at Joey's fingers, tasting 
sweat and apples, and turned his head to bite at the pad of his thumb. 


Joey hissed softly, his fingers twitching against Troy's pristine cheek. It was always tempting to slap him, just 
to see what he'd do. It was always more tempting when Joey had him like this, too, flustered and moaning 
softly on the floor. There were other days for that. 


His fingertips grazed over Troy's jaw, sliding down and cupping the back of his neck to lift his head as Joey 
pressed his tongue between Troy's lips, not even considering asking permission, let alone waiting for it. Moaning 
at the sweet taste of apple, his tongue pushed deeper and took more as his hands slid down to cup his ass 
again, lifting Troy's legs around his waist. 


Troy's back arched as Joey leant closer, hips rising and lips parting wider. His fingers found Joey's spine and his 
nails raked ragged paths with each arch and twist, leaving little white fingerprints on Joey's dark, tan skin. 


"More." Troy gasped, still blushing at the sound of such a word coming from his mouth. Joey obliged him 
instantly, fisting one hand in Troy's hair as his tongue drove deeper, the other digging into his hip and holding 
him back against the floor. Joey growled into his mouth, raised his hand and brought it sharply down against 
Troy's thigh. He screamed. 


That was what Joey wanted. That beautiful, needy, desperate scream that he had the satisfaction of knowing 
no one else had ever heard. That scream was his, and his alone. Troy whimpered and forced his hands between 


the two of them, fingers plucking at the thick rings in Joey's nipples before pulling desperately at his own belt. 


"F-feels better on skin." He gasped, stretching his arms above his head and waiting expectantly for Joey to do 
the work. Again he obliged, pulling the buckle free and whipping Troy's belt from his pants, sending it crashing 
against the wall with a startling thud. Troy barely had a moment to complain about chipping the paint before 
his pants and boxers joined the belt and he lay naked on the cold floor, his ass resting in Joey's lap. Flexing his 
legs, Troy pulled himself up just enough to grab Joey by the back of the neck and yank him down, biting into 
his lip and sucking hard. 


Now presented with the smoothest, most pale part of Troy's body, Joey resumed the task of making it his 
own, all over again. His hand cracked against Troy's thigh, and the handprint he left was so vividly red it could 
have been branded on. Troy screamed, arching into the pain blossoming on his hip and the bitter copper of 
Joey's blood on his lips. 


"Shh, you'll hurt yourself" Joey growled, wrapping his hand around one of Troy's wrists and pressing it to the 
floor at his side. "I don't want to spend the rest of the day holding ice on the back of your head." He pulled 
back and ducked down, gently kissing the handprint on Troy's thigh, releasing his wrist in favor of wrapping his 
hand around Troy's hard prick. 


Troy squealed and slammed his hips up at the slight touch, doing exactly what Joey had warned him of and 
smacking the back of his head on the linoleum. For the briefest moment he saw stars and reached down, 


tangling his hands in Joey's hair, tugging his mouth towards the head of his cock. 


"No." Joey whispered, smacking his hands away and laughing at the expected whine. "No. Got to save something 
for the shower, huh? Or this'll be over before | get to have my stroopwafel, and eat it too." 


Laughing at the sight of Troy laying naked on the floor, arms folded and pouting, Joey eased him from his lap 
and turned him gently onto his hands and knees, taking the momentary distraction to look for some sort of 


makeshift lube. The bottle of vegetable oil sitting on a nearby table inspired a grinch-ian smile. 


"Oh, you're going to hate this." He whispered softly, kissing the ridge of Troy's tailbone as he pulled the cap 
from the bottle, slicking two fingers sparingly. Troy glanced lazily over his shoulder, frowning a little and 
pushing his hips up impatiently. 


"Hate what? What are you talking about? |." 


Joey pressed both fingers against his ass, probing and coaxing the tight little hole for just a moment before 
pushing both fingers forward. He braced himself for a moment, his thick fingers slicing into Troy like a knife. 
The shock of the sudden intrusion delayed Troy's anger for only a few moments. 


"JOEY, IS THAT COOKING OIL!?" 


There was more, Joey knew there was more than just the initial outrage, but Troy found himself cut off as 
the heavy fingers that were gently stretching him crooked suddenly. He saw stars for the second time in as 
many minutes, and his nails chipped and bent against the kitchen floor as his fingers tightened into claws. He 
scraped at the floor, moaning and gasping with the kind of reckless desperation seen only in such a usually 


reserved person, and his hips started to rock back, begging more. 


With his spare hand, Joey pushed his shorts down around his knees and knelt up behind Troy, generously 
slicking his own cock with the oil. He groaned softly as his fingers caught on the ring through the flared head 
of his cock, surgical steel almost a third of an inch thick. Joey knew how much Troy loved the ring, although 
he would never admit it. 


"What's. faking so long?" Troy whined, resting on his elbows and thrusting his ass back against Joey's fingers, 
squealing and gasping as they pushed almost too deep. 


"Impatient." Joey gasped, finally withdrawing his fingers and holding his prick steady, pushing the ring up against 
Troy's ass. 


"J-Joey, | hate that thing.." He whimpered softly, his hips rolling back despite his protests. It was the same 
every time. Troy would complain about the ring, but every chance he got his tongue would be wrapped around 


the thick steel, tugging playfully until Joey gave in 


"I know you do, baby." Joey's fingers tightened on Troy's hip, guiding him back gently. "You know it feels good, 
after the first little hurt." 


His eyes closed for a moment as his hips started to push forward, nails digging into either side of Troy's ass. 
There were so many things Joey would do to him if he ever had the chance. The thick belt in the corner was 
always just an arm's reach away. The wooden spoon on the counter would leave prettier welts than a hand, and 


the dish towels would look so pretty knotted and stuffed into Troy's sobbing mouth. It was those thoughts 
that made Joey slam forward a little too quickly, and Troy pushed his teeth against his fist to keep from 


crying out as Joey's thick, heavy cock forced its way into him. 


Joey groaned softly, never letting out more than a satisfied sigh when he pushed into his boy. He kept his 
composure so that Troy didn't have to, and that was why the belt, the wooden spoon, and the makeshift gags 
would always wait until another day. 


Once Troy had adjusted enough to stop mewling and clawing at the floor, Joey wrapped an arm around his 
waist and brought him up into a sitting position. His hips rolled up and back slowly, his prick pushing up into 
Troy with gathering momentum as he lay back against Joey's chest. 


Joey's hands raked over Troy's stomach and abdomen, holding him firmly and gently teasing the straining head 
of his cock as he started to fuck him harder, a little faster, pulling him down to meet each thrust. The ring 
slid back and forth inside of Troy, slamming into his prostate and dragging back over it. Shoving his hips down, 
Troy tipped himself forward and slapped his palms against the floor, snarling through gritted teeth and glancing 
back over his shoulder. 


"Joey," Troy panted, crushing their hips together to emphasize each word, "F-fuck me like you want to.,just do 
it." 


Pausing for just a second, Joey nodded and reached down, fisting Troy's slender cock in his huge hand, gripping 
it tightly as his hips pistoned forward. 


"Fuck you like | own you.." He grunted, finally letting go of his precious composure. He reached forward and 
fisted his hand in Troy's black hair, yanking his head back and slamming his hips back and forth. Troy screamed 
beneath him, scrambling for a grip on the floor and moaning at the ache in his neck, pulling at Joey's hand and 
sobbing at the relentless abuse of the ring on his prostate. 


The tight coil of heat hit Joey first, Troy's sobs pushing him closer to the edge faster than any tight ass or 
pretty face could have. He didn't pause once, barely even hesitated as he fought the rising pressure in his 
abdomen, wanting to make this last as long as possible. Troy bucked and whined beneath him, pushing back on 
his elbows, and all it took was one shuddering, begging gasp for Joey to be undone. 


"Please.please, Joey, l-let go." 


Joey yelled Troy's name as he came, tipping his head forward and gritting his teeth so hard he felt his jaw pop 
with the strain. He dragged Troy back against him and squeezed his twitching cock tight, waiting for the 


inevitable clench to draw his orgasm out to the end. 


Troy didn't disappoint. He came with a familiar howl, screaming and begging for it to be over as soon as it 
began, nails breaking on the floor and his lip splitting between his teeth. He reared back as he clamped around 
Joey, arms flying over his head to grab at Joey's shoulders and hold him tight, clinging to him before it was 


all over. 


They collapsed forward together on the floor, Joey pulling out gently and curling around Troy, holding his head 
on his chest and stroking his long hair from his eyes. 


"We should shower." He whispered, curling black hair around his fingers. Drying tear tracks cut through the 


flour on Troy's cheeks, and he smiled. 

"It can wait. | don't really want to risk moving right now." 

"Mmm.."Joey nodded, stroking his hands down Troy's spine and resting on his ass, pulling him closer. 

"So you're gonna be cooking for me a lot more now, huh?" Troy slapped him on the chest, feigning disdain. 


"After the mess we made? | don't think so. Do you know hard this is going to be to clean up, Joey? All of the 


wet flour alone..and the oill | can't believe you used oil, | swear.." 


